324                 DAPHNIS AND CHLORIS.

DAPHNIS.

1 11 lay my lambkins underneath thy back,

CHLOIUS.

My head-gear 's off; what filthy work you make

DAPHNIS,

To Venus, first, I lay these offerings by.          100

C1ILORIS.

Nay3 first look round, that nobody be nigh :
Methinks I hear a whispering in the grove.

DAPIINIS.

The cypress trees are telling tales of love.

ci i LOUIS.

You tear off all behind me, and before me ;
And I 'm as naked as my mother bore me.            105

DAPHNIS.

I II buy thee better elothds than these 1 tear,
And He so close 1 11 cover thee from air.

CH LOUIS.

You Ye liberal now ; but when your turn is sped,
You 11 wish me choked with every crust of bread

DAPHNIS.

1 11 give thee more, much more than 1 have

told;                                                      no

Would I could coin my very heart to gold !

Forgive thy handmaid, huntress of the wood 1
1 see there 's no resisting flesh a&d blood !